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FOR ALL POETS 


“POETRY IS THE INTERPRETRESS OF 
THE NATURAL WORLD, AND SHE IS 
THE INTERPRETRESS OF THE MORAL 
WORLD; IT IS AS THE INTERPRETRESS 
OF THE NATURAL WORLD THAT SHE 
HAS POETS AS HER MOUTHPIECE.” 


THE ONES WHO SHAPED MY SANITY 
AND HELPED ME FIND HER LOVE. 


& 


CLARE FRETTSOME 





Matthew Arnold (1906) Essays Literary and Critical. J.M Dent & Sons Ltd: London (Page 68) 
“Poetry was the Interpretress of the natural world, and she is the interpretress of the moral 
world; it is as the Interpretress of the natural world that she had Guérin for her mouthpiece.” 


ARIEL’S SONG 


Full fathom five thy father lies, 

Of his bones are coral made: 
Those are pearls that were his eyes, 

Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich, and strange: 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell - 

Hark! Now | hear them, 
Ding-dong bell 





William Shakespeare - The Tempest 
Arthur Racham (1926) Ariel, Iris, Ceres & Juno 
from The Title-Page Design for Arthur Rackham's Illustrated Version 


POEMS 


“The world becomes 
much smaller when we 
all realise that we speak, 
listen and hear the same 
words of love and, from 
our different ways of 
responding, comes the 
Joy of living.” 


RERUM NOVARUM CUPIDUM SCIRE 


SUB SPECIE AETERNITATIS: 


MUTATIS MUTANDIS SCIES 


LACRIMAE RERUM ET AMOR EST 


VITAE ESSENTIA. 


David Scanlon: Lives in Cheshire with his 
family and friends. He works proudly in 
support of pharmaceutical industry and 
has devoted his working life to discovering 
and delivering medicines to patients in 
need of new treatments. In his day-to-day 


activities he finds inspiration to write 
poetry. This collection of poems echo 
poets who shared the muses love to 
create poetic from poetic moments and 
inspirational friends who inspire in hte 
silent spaces. 





YULETIDE IN A YOUNGER WORLD 


“We heard still small voices then, 
And, in the dim serene 
On Christmas Eve, 
Caught the fartime tones of fire-filled prophets 
Long on earth unseen....... 
Can such ever have been?” 





Thomas Hardy (1927) From Yuletide in a Younger World by Thomas 
Hardy, drawings by Albert Rutherston. The Ariel Poems - Poem 1. Faber 
& Gwyer; London. 


ONE CHRISTMAS - IT JUST BEGAN 


It all started in such a small way, 
Some simple words for friends, 
Shared, in the season of gifts; 
A moment's apprehension passed, 
In the pressing of one button, 
This all just began! 


Yet it started so long ago, now, 

Some small voices calling me, 

Sharing, with me, these gifts; 
A moment's astonishment stopped, 
In the un-pressingness of time, 
This all just began! 


It all started an eternity ago, now, 
Some eternal voices called me, 
Sharing, with me, our love; 
A moment's in-apprehension taken, 
In the expression of one word, 
This all just began. 


DAVID 
SCANLON 
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THE LINNET’S NEST 


“Are we then all? Is there no life in which our nests, 
Our trembling hopes and our unintelligent loves 
May still, for the Beauty they had, the faith they kept, 
Live on as in a vast eternal memory?” 





Henry Newbolt (1927) The Linnet's Nest, drawings by Ralph Keene. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 2. Faber & Gwyer; London. 


EMPTY NESTS 


| found a tiny nest, empty, now devoid of hope - 
Made with a precision from natures offerings, 
But littered with the detritus of us, it spoke; 
“This was once a families home, nestled, 
Protected, and protecting, new generations, 
So that you can hear our songs at dawn.” 


Our nests, they too will some day lay barren - 

Made with a precision from human offerings, 

But overgrown by nature, they too will speak; 
“Why did you let our homes die, unnestled, 
Unprotected, and unprotecting of, future generations - 
Did you not hear the warning songs of dawn?” 


| found a tiny nest, empty, it taught me of hope - 

Making things with precision needs our offerings, 

Not the litter and detritus of us, and she spoke; 
“This is your only family home, nestle it, 
Protect it, and protect too the new generations, 
So that they too can hear our songs at dawn.” 
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THE WONDER NIGHT 


“But one who wakes from dreaming, 
For something stirs her mind 

As if in dream persisting 

Some fairyland to find, 

Steals tiptoe in her nightgown 

And peeps beyond the blind.” 





Laurence Binyon (1927) The Wonder Night, drawings by Barnett Freedman. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 3. Faber & Gwyer; London. 


SIT A WHILE 


What do you see, from behind the tree, 
Eyes half closed, beyond dreamy repose, 
With the lights dimmed, the tree trimmed? 
Do you smile, and rest a while? 
Do you run, finding others for fun? 
Do you sit, no longer blind to it? 


What do you feel, as this moment steels, 
The dreams within, as you let her love in, 
With the lights dimmed, are songs hymned? 

Do you smile, and rest a while? 

Do you run, as this is no fun? 

Do you sit, being with and in it? 


When do you love, from her joys above, 
From the dreams within, as you let love in, 
With the light brimmed, and trees trimmed? 

Do you smile, and rest a while? 

Do you run, towards her, for fun? 

Do you sit, with it, not blind to love! 


DAVID 
NLON 
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ALONE 


“My candle a silent fire doth shed, 

Starry Orion hunts o'erhead; 

Come moth, come shadow, the world is dead: 
Alas, my loved one Is gone, 

| am alone; 

It is winter.” 





Walter de la Mare (1927) Alone, wood engravings by Blair 
Hughes-Stanton. The Ariel Poems - Poem 4. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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A KINDER SHADOW 


To live without the fires of our love, 

In solitude, even with the sun above, 

Is unthinkable - for it is some kind of 
Shadow, that would never go away, 
Some distancing from all who stay - 
Absent, alone, in their own way. 


To live within the fires of our love, 

In partnering, feeling the sun above, 

Is unknowable - for it is some kind of 
Shadow, never absent yet goes away, 
Some ecstasy for all those who stay - 
Present, together, in these our ways. 


To live without the fires of our love, 

It is a kind of fear of the sun above, 

It is undesirable - but there is a kind of 
Shadow, that lives within the light, 
Some distancing that we must fight - 
Be present, together, or live by night. 


DAVID 
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GLORIA IN PROFUNDIS 


“a deluge of love drowns all - 

Who rears up his head for a crown, 
Who holds up his will for a warrant, 
Who strives with the starry torrent, 
When all that is good goes down?.” 





G.K. Chesterton (1927) Gloria in Profundis, wood engravings by Eric Gill. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 5. Faber & Gwyer; London. 


A DELUGE OF LOVE 


Is this time, now, our final hurrah? 
The deluge of love, is it now over? 
The march of machines complete! 
A sadness draws over my soul, 
As so many see others un-whole, 
Screening all through tiny holes! 


Is it time, now, for a new deluge? 

Oh refuge of love, is it now time? 

A march of her poets to compete! 
A joyness draws over my soul, 
As words free me, | am whole, 
Speaking through this tiny hole! 


Is it time to take refuge in love? 

Oh deluge of words, make it over, 

The march of machines obsolete! 
A smile draws over my soul, 
As my ways see you, whole, 
Even through these tiny holes! 


DAVIS | 
SCANLON 
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THE EARLY WHISTLER 


“Never hearthfire kindled slowlier, 
When to work | turned, 

Though a happy flame, new-kindled, 
In my bosom burned - 


Though all day the flame new-kindled 
Flourished gold and gay 

To the air the lonely whistler 

Pipes at break of day.” 





Wilfred Gibson (1927) The Early Whistler, drawings by John Nash. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 6. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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NEWLY KINDLED 


What days, what months, what years passed, 

Timeless joys from friendships words amassed: 

Each new-day of kinship, a new kind of kindling - 
Ignited moments from silent memory 
Mesmerise and transform in the twi-light, 
From my once-lived stream of words. 


Time has no boundary in friendships swirl, 
Timeless care from friendships words unfurl: 
Each new-day of mine, a new kind of mingling - 
Precious moments from silent memory 
Materialise and transform in the light, 
In our twice-lived eternity of words. 


Thank you friends for this your precious gift, 

Timeless love from friendships words, | now lift: 

Each new-day is kinship, a new kind of kindling - 
Portentous moments from silent memory 
Make me and transform me in her light, 
From her thrice-lived dream our words. 
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NATIVITY 


“Heart’s miracle of inward light, 

what powers unknown have sown your seed 
And your perfection freed ?... 

O flower within me wondrous white, 

| know you only as my need 

And my unsealed sight.” 





Siegfried Sassoon (1927) Nativity, designs by Paul Nash. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 7. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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THE PERFECTION OF FREEDOM 


What miracles are these, from all our human toil, 

That shape and are shaped within all of our actions - 

Made real by our words into the artefacts of living? 
Those who strive for perfection, perfect things, 
But in perfecting are always imperfect in action, 
As there are always those who see in other ways! 


What miracles are these, from our eternities of love, 
That shape and are shaped within her unsealed sight - 
Made real into these words from the artifice of living? 
| have always strived for perfection, unknowingly, 
But in perfecting | am so often imperfect in action, 
But now, as | see in other ways, there is a hope. 


What are these miracles, if they are not human toil, 
That shape and are shaping from within all our hopes - 
Made real by our words into the artefacts of loving; 
Those who strive for perfection, often they fail, 
But in failing they are always learning in action - 
So learn, how, hear these words, and be free! 
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JOURNEY OF THE MAGI 


“A cold coming we had of it, 

Just the worst time of the year 

For a journey, and such a long journey: 
The ways deep and the weather sharp, 
The very dead of winter.” 





T.S.Eliot (1927) Journey of the Magi, drawings by E. McKnight Kauffer. 
The Ariel Poems; Poem 8. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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IN WORDS ASCENDING 


Today | feel incomplete, broken, 

With belief and trust, just a token, 

Jammed within a mighty thought: 
Inserted it came to nought; 
Darkness was all it brought, 
In these words now spoken! 


When failure comes without invitation 

Make certain that you control irritation 

So that when the learning is required: 
In her new ideas be inspired; 
Listen, you may then be hired, 
With words of her dictation! 


When complete, the story ending, 

Consider that without my mending 

| would have drifted off to sleep 
Without a happiness so deep, 
And followed so many sheep 
Without her words ascending! 














THE CHANTY OF THE NONA 


“The Pirates of Appledore, the Wines of Instow; 

But her nose is for Bideford with the tide at the flow. 

Rattle anchor, batten hatches, and falls all lie curled; 

The Long Bridge of Bideford is the end of the World — 
The Long Bridge of Bideford is the end of the World.” 





Hilaire Belloc (1930) The Chanty of the Nona, poem and drawings by 
Hilaire Belloc. The Ariel Poems - Poem 9. Faber & Gwyer; London. 


26 


| SPEAK OF OUR LOVE 


We started our journey at an end, 

Landing, when it began, with a love; 

Un-understandable, wordless - infinite: 
How was | to know of our times ahead? 
| just knew of the time present - of time, 
Not her time, not your time, not my time. 


We sailed together to so many places, 
Landing, where it began, with our love; 
Un-speakable, without words - infinite: 
Then | came to know, timeless love fed; 
To know of a time beyond time - from you, 
Of her time, from our time, in my rhyme. 


So now to Devon we sail, wine in tow, 
Landing, as it began, ever renewed love; 
Now-speakable, word-filled - infinite: 
| Know we will end, in times-tides ahead; 
So | speak of our time in words - for you, 
With her love, of our love, of my love. 


: DAVID | 
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MOSS AND FEATHER 


“Pools but reflect his shape and form, 
And nothing of his lovely hues; 

Could he but see his jewels’ light, 
Would this Kingfisher choose 

To live alone with Weeping Willows, 

Diving, and making toys of billows.” 





W. H. Davies (1929) Moss and Feather, illustrated by Sir William 
Nicholson. The Ariel Poems - Poem 10. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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STILL A FOOL 


What choices do you make each day, 

On the foot-bridge to another’s soul? 

What do you seek, to make you whole? 
Can we see these reflecting pools, 
Staring back from darkened eyes, 
And then in ourselves recognise 


The choices that we make each day. 

And staring deep in our weeping souls 

What do we seek to make us whole? 
Can we see the shimmer of light, 
Shining back from the dark pools 
And know at last we are all fools! 


Fools to believe in the dreams and toys, 
Driving the choices we make each day, 
On foot-bridges, where our souls play! 
| have seen the shimmering light, 
And have visited many a dark pool, 
And know at least, | am still a fool! 


DAVID | 
SCANLON | 
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SELF TO SELF 


“Heart-near or fancy-far, 

All's thine to make or mar.... 
... If thou wake never—well: 
But if perchance thou find 
Light, that brief gloom behind, 
Thou 'lt have wherewith to tell 
If thou'rt in heaven or hell!” 





Walter de le Mare (1928) Self to Self, wood engravings by Blair 
Hughes-Stanton The Ariel Poems - Poem 11. Faber and Gwyer; London. 
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NOTES - SELF TO SELF 


Note to self - have patience, 

Keep awake, keep on learning, 

And live as if life is burning: 
For then time may slow, 
Heavens may open and glow, 
And then you may know! 


Note to others - have patience, 
Keep awake, keep on learning, 
And live as if life is burning: 
But if time does not slow, 
You never see heavens glow, 
Be clear you will still know! 


Note from love - have patience, 
Keep awake, keep on with loving, 
And accept in life, this, my longing: 
For then time it will slow, 
The heavens will open and glow, 
And then you will know! 


DAVID | 
SCANLON | 
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TROY 


“And when its flame faded in their eyes, they went, 
leaving their nets, to battle, and some were slain, 
and some grow old and died, but all were spent 

at the last, and corn grows on the Trojan plain. 


We do not know their names, but even as they, 
whether battle-weary they died or fighting fell, 
finding our Helen in the beloved we say, 

though all is lost and the heart breaks: ‘It is well’.” 





Humbert Wolfe (1929) Troy, drawings by Charles Ricketts. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 12. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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ALL IS WELL - IT IS WELL 


All is well, wnen we become what we are, 
Find within the moments of our movement, 
The music and light that draws us on; 

For some it lays in Helen's eyes, 

For others, lost, they find it in battle, 

Hardening to the beat of other drums. 


It is well, when we become what we are, 
Though, in some moments, lost in the dance, 
Then the bodies in movement draw us on, 
For the crowd it has so many eyes; 
For some, found, they lead in battle, 
Softening us with the beat of their drums. 


All is well, when we accept what we are, 
And find within the music our own dance, 
Then in all our moments we will move on 
And accept love within our selves - 
For some, now found, the battle is over; 
For all is not lost when the heart breaks. 


DAVID 
SCANLON 
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THE WINTER SOLSTICE 


“We learned to flock together from the cold, 
And mingle in the glow 

Of rooms in which his captured gold 
Provides ecstatic overflow...” 





Harold Monro (1928) The Winter Solstice, drawings by David Jones. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 13. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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WE FLOCK TOGETHER 


We poets have an obligation to all our friends, 
And to all who feel the cold, without our gold, 
Who live in rooms of frigid words - absence is: 

When presence is just presentism; 

When selfishness is not selfless; 

When leaders no longer lead! 


We poets understand the rights of our friends, 
And all who in mingling glow, without our flow, 
Who live in rooms of noisy words - presence is: 

When absent is our presentism; 

When selfishness is in us selfless; 

When leaders with our truths lead! 


We all learn to flock together, with our friends, 
And to call others to fall, this is not standing tall, 
This is living in rooms of fearful words - absent is: 

The loving from all our lovingness; 

The we-filled-ness of friendly-ness; 

The leadership when words lead! 


DAVID 
SCANLON 
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TO MY MOTHER 


“For you live onward in my thought 
Because you have not sought 
Rewards that can be bought. 

And so when | remember you 

| think of all things rich and true 
That | have reaped and wrought.” 





Siegfried Sassoon (1928) To My Mother, drawings by Stephen Tennant. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 14. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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LOVE’S THREE PURE MOMENTS 


Oh to live without desire, only present to, 

What is always present, in your presence, 

As we wonder towards futures unknown; 
For in the first of our moments, suckled, 
Suckling, wordless with only wonder, 
Was the purest moment for us two. 


With eyes fixed, unknowingly, love enchanted, 

With what is always present, in her presence - 

But we are all tomorrow’s prophets of futures; 
And in the second of our moments, was fear, 
The darkness, wordless - without your eyes, 
Was a pure moment, when we became I. 


Oh to live with pure love, ever present to, 

What is always present, in her presence, 

As we accept all that can not be known; 
For in the third of our moments, is love, 
The lightness, word-filled from your eyes, 
Are her purest moments, shared with me. 


DAVID 
SCANLON 
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POPULAR SONGS 


“And shade is on the brightest wing, 
And dust forbids the bird to sing.” 





Edith Sitwell (1928) Popular Song, designs by Edward Bawden. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 15. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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IN LETTING ONE PANSY FLY 


| let a Pansy fly, never to return, 

It died, like so many other moments, 

That now eviscerate, penetrate, 
Invigorate each living moment; 
Each waiting to be plucked, 
And brought to life in words. 


So many flowers, baring love, 

They live, like so many moments, 

That have transcended, penetrated, 
Invigorated each dying moment; 
Each wanting to be an eternity, 
Yet brought to life in deeds. 


As each Pansy dies, another lives! 

| choose life, in these many moments, 

That now, like so many loving moments: 
Transcend in the evisceration; 
Invigorate as they penetrate, 
And bring life into my world. 


DAVID 
SCANLON 
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A SONG FOR SIMEON 


“Not for me the martyrdom, the ecstasy of thought and prayer, 
Not for me the ultimate vision. 

Grant me thy peace. 

| am tired with my own life and the lives of those after me, 

| am dying in my own death and the deaths of those after me. 
Let thy servant depart, 

Having seen thy salvation.” 





T. S. Eliot (1928) A Song for Simeon, drawings by E. McKnight Kauffer. 
The Ariel Poems: Poem 16. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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A VOICE WITHIN A VOICE 


A voice within our voice is our journey 
Towards the centre of timeless times, 
When the movement is the moment: 

A noticing that transcends us; 

A presence that mystifies us; 

A beyondness that makes us! 


Let the voice within be silenced now - 

Move beyond this, our time of times, 

When all our action is the moment: 
An un-noticing that inhibits us; 
An absence that can clarify us; 
A with-in-ness that makes us! 


Her voice with our voice is our journey 
Towards the beingness of eternal times, 
When the moment is the movement: 

It is our loving then liberating us; 

It is the presence of hope in us; 

It is being beyond that makes us! 


DAVID 
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WINTER NIGHTS, A REMINISCENCE 


“Midwinter mirth! the magic of earth, - 
My threadbare soul rejoices, 

And glittering hears by time’s hoarse weirs 
Through the storm those honest voices.” 





Edmund Blunden (1928) Winter Nights, a reminiscence, drawings by Albert 
Rutherston. The Ariel Poems - Number 17. Faber & Gwyer; London. 
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A REJOICING SOUL 


Let not the darkness of the outside in, 
Build walls of warmth, diminish the din, 
Find words of kindness from deep within; 
The sun may have grown cold, 
Earth, now bare, may seem old, 
But in our friendships let us enfold! 


Resilience in the dying of the dying sun 
Is in our humour and when love’s begun; 
Find words of playfulness from the fun! 
The fun may now seem distant, 
The darkness without resistance, 
But in our friendship is persistence! 


So let the inner light of your soul rejoice, 

Make happiness and joy today a choice, 

Find in words, from beyond time, a voice! 
Her voice may seem distant now, 
Listen with love and make this vow. 
It is in friendship we hear the wow! 





DAVID 
NLON 
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THREE THINGS 


“O cruel death give three things back,” 
Sang a bone upon the shore; 

“A child found all a child can lack 
Whether of pleasure or of rest 

Upon the abundance of my breast” 





W. B. Yeats (1929) Three Things, drawings by Gilbert Spencer. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 18. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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THREE THINGS ARE WE 


Three things are we, | tell you so, 
The first is one we learn and know, 
Which separates us as we grow: 
It is the self when self is all, 
Which helped Apollo grow tall, 
But is seen as Icarus falls! 


Three things are we, | tell you so, 
The second is one we fear yet know, 
Which together helps us to grow: 
It is the other when other is all, 
Which helped Dionysus grow tall, 
But is seen as Sisyphus falls! 


Three things are we, | tell you so, 
The third is one between, unknown, 
Which integrated helps | to grow: 
It is the eternal meaning of all, 
Which helps the Saints grow tall, 
But is hidden as faith falls! 
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DARK WEEPING 


“Did the soul see half-way between the spheres 
That it would fall into forgetfulness 

At its next breathing; the Hero would be slave, 
The Genius blind; that its own beauty and power 
Would be a fable; its sacrifice a dream!” 





A.E. (George William Russell) (1929) Dark Weeping, designs by Paul 
Nash. The Ariel Poems - Poem 19. Faber & Faber; London. 
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SINGING ALONG THE WAY 


“| moved among men and places, and in living | learned the truth at last. | know | am spirit 
and that | went forth in old time from the Self-ancestral to labours yet unaccomplished; but 
filled ever and again with home-sickness | made these songs by the way.” 


A.E. (George William Russell)(1894) Homeward: Songs by the way. Whaley; Dublin. 


| walked and worked with those who care, 
Who in their passions they found their way 
To live in this world of the making of things; 
| succeeded in this world of rationality, 
Requiring the structuring and controlling 
Of abstractions to make things real. 


| walked and worked with those who love, 

And in their care | found, this, my new way 

To live, in her world, with her emerging words; 
| struggled in this world of the irrational, 
Requiring the unstructuring and noticing 
Of the realities: us in our making of things. 


| walked and worked with the pull of desire, 

And in her | began to see, slowly finding my way 

To be in these worlds, singing along the way: 
| succeeded in these worlds, me inbetween, 
To find words of the truthfulness of our love, 
Of all our realities, in our making of things. 


DAVID 
NLON 
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A SNOWDROP 


“Mind fixed, but else made vacant, |, 
Lost to my body, called my soul 
To don that frail solemnity, 

It's inmost self my goal.” 





Walter de la Mare (1929) A Snowdrop, drawings by Claudia Guercio. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 20. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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DESCEND TO ASCEND 


What peace descends upon me now, 

As | gaze, mindless, upon natures beauty, 

And in her bounty descend as | ascend; 
| leave behind the human turmoil, 
The endless knowingness of days, 
And visit, for a moment, her joys. 


Is this my soul, her spirit within me now, 

As |, lost to my body, transcend to beauty, 

And in her bounty ascend as | descend; 
| awaken beyond our human turmoil, 
Then within the unknowingness of days 
| visit, for a moment, with all her joys. 


So, if the snow drops for you too, today, 

As you gaze, mindless upon natures beauty, 

Be in her bounty, descend so you ascend; 
Then leave behind the human turmoil, 
The endless knowfullness of our days 
And visit, for one moment, her joys. 


DAV 
SCANLON 
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UBI ECCLESIA 


“You must seek for the Castle East of the sun and west of the moon” - Fairy Tale 


“For our Castle is East of the Sun, 

And our Castle is West of the Moon, 

And the dark labyrinthine charts of the wise 

Point East and point West of the land where it lies, 
And a Fool walks blind on the highway 

And finds it soon.” 





G. K. Chesterton (1929) Ubi Ecclesia drawings by Diana Murphy. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 21. Faber and Gwyer; London. 
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THE BLIND FOOLS 


How often do we seek what we cannot find? 

For in the world of things all can have a place, 

Everything can be numbered, or so some think! 
| enjoy the world of things, all numbered, 
All structured, where patterns help shape 
The rationality and structure of things. 


How often do we find what we cannot seek? 

For in the world of people all too can find a place, 

Everyone can seek their dreams, or so some think! 
| enjoy the world of people, all hopeful, 
All chaotic, word patterns helping to shape 
Our irrational and structured ways. 


How often do we accept what we do not see? 

For the world of love can be found without seeking, 

Everyone can find her joys, or so some think! 
| enjoy this world of love, with a new faith, 
With a hope, that word patterns keep coming 
To fools who listen and have found it all! 





DAvIL 
SCANI 
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THE OUTCAST 


“Shy and timid, Gloom to me 
Said, | am lost! How shall | go?... 


For | shall give thee all of mine, 
Until my all be sealed thine... 


Now, on my heart, as on a throne, 
Gloom, as heavy as a stone, 

Sits, and | go dark till she, 

Is Joy, and gives Joy back to me.” 





James Stephens (1929) The Outcast by, drawings by Althea Willoughby. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 22. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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WHAT IS REAL? 


In our silences we have found our way, 
Yet noise and numbers are how we play: 
Please remember, | am here to stay! 
Stay with you all, in a loveless world, 
With a focus on efficiencies un-furled, 
As we aim at improving the real-world! 


In my silences | have found another way, 

Where words and patterns are how | play: 

But now | remember, she is here to stay! 
Stay with us all, in our less loving world, 
With a focus on how caring is un-furled, 
As she aims at improving the real-world! 


In her silences she has, for us, another way, 

Where love and caring could be, how we play: 

Please remember, she is eternity, here to stay! 
She stays with us all, in a loveless world, 
With a focus on how loving is un-furled, 
As she emerges from her un-real-world! 
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ANIMULA 


“The heavy burden of the growing soul 
Perplexes and offends more, day by day; 
Week by week, offends and perplexes more 
With the imperatives of ‘is and seems' 

And may and may not, desire and control.... 
....Pray for us now and at the hour of our birth.” 





T.S Eliot (1929) Animula, wood engravings by Gertrude Hermes. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 23. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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IS IT SO HARD? 


What prayers, what words, can help today, 

In the vanishing of one, the emergence of another, 

As we dance together in our simple daily fray? 
What is simple ‘is and seems’ hard for us, 
Hard to understand the burden of our soul, 
Each day both perplext and offending. 


What words, what sentiments, can help today 

In the desiring of one, in the freedom of another, 

As we dance together in our simple daily ways? 
What is this dance, it ‘is and seems’ hard, 
Hard to hear the love in the rhythm of souls, 
Each day as we both sing and we speak? 


What can help, are these words, our prayers - 

In the vanishing of |, comes the emergence of we, 

As we dance together and in this moment | stay: 
She makes it simple as it ‘is and seems’ hard, 
Hard to understand these moments of our birth, 
As |, each day both love and patiently wait! 


DAVID 
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INSCRIPTION ON A FOUNTAIN-HEAD 


“Lustral my source, the secret is its flow, 

The chaplet of slow tears the brittle urn 

Breeds on her lips. They brim the earthen womb, 
Sharp-murmuring like the hidden springs of fear.” 





Peter Quennell (1929) Inscription on a Fountain-Head, drawings by Albert 
Rutherston. The Ariel Poems - Number 24. Faber and Faber; London. 
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THREE MOMENTS OF PURE LOVE 


These, our three moments of pure love, 
Are ever elusive, yet in plain sight, for in the 
Eyes of new-borns there are the twins: 
In these wordless moments gifted, 
Beyond our spoken memories grasp, 
Lies this first moment of pure love. 


Dazed, in this first pure moment of love, 
Now ever elusive, yet in plain sight, comes, 
In the separation, to darkness, the twin: 
In these wordless moments, feared, 
Beyond our spoken memories grasp, 
Lies the second moment, of pure hate. 


Comforted, in this second moment of love, 

Now ever elusive, yet in plain sight, comes 

Her blessed relief, the acceptance of the twins: 
Now, in these words, spoken love, is trying 
To return, through unspoken eternal memory: 
These are the third, elusive moments, of love. 
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THE GRAVE OF ARTHUR 


“And for ever and ever till death discover 

Why truth speaks double in dreams and day; 
And the Myth and the Man that wandered away 
Make tryst together as lover to lover” 





G. K. Chesterton (1930) The Grave of Arthur, drawings by Celia Fiennes. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 25. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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MYTHS AND DREAMS 


What myths we make, from idle dreams, 
From love’s rich streams, but what is fake? 
Can we know our lies, before we die? 
Let our stories point us on our way. 
Watch the wise ones, how they play! 
Make the most of this single stay. 


What memories we take, in idle dreams, 

In love's rich streams, oh what we make! 

Even if they are lies, they are binding ties: 
Let our dreams point us on our way. 
Become a wise one, in your play! 
Make the most of each single day. 


Let the myths we take, from idle dreams, 

From love's rich streams, help us to make 

From binding ties, no more of these lies! 
Let our work point us on our way. 
Teach now wise one, how to play! 
Making the most of this single stay. 
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ELM ANGEL 


“O, why? - 

Only a dove can venture that reply.... 

A quiet drooped up in the summer room.... 

Muffled islands with hushed seas between 

And one white temple glowing through the green... 
Or, coming back, no place but only sound, 

No elm that grew from any earthly ground, 

But, heavenly throughout the atmosphere, 

One ring dove cooing, crooning, cooing - Where?” 





Harold Monro (1930) Elm Angel, wood engravings by Eric Ravilious. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 26. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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UNREFLECTED REFLECTIONS 


O sacred beauty, that unbares my soul, 

Thank you for your words, that make me whole - 

Whole, in an echoing silence, beyond control: 
Beyond the everyday ways, which wear; 
Beyond the ugly words, in whose tears 
Lay the unreflected reflections of all years. 


O Angel of this night, who through me sings, 
Thank you for your words, born of wedding rings - 
Ringing, from an echoing silence, beyond things: 
Help me in my everyday ways, which wear, 
Help me with these words to dry the tears, 
In these reflected reflections of our years. 


O muffled music, that gives birth to souls, 

Thank you for these songs, that make us whole - 

A wholeness, an echoing silence, within control: 
Within the everyday ways of love, which wear 
Within, the beauty of words; baring the tears 
Of the unreflected reflections of our years. 


: DAVID | 
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IN SICILY 


“Because we two can never again come back 

On life's one forward track, — 

Never again first-happily explore ... 

....Let us be true to what we have shared and seen, 
And as our amulet this idyll save.” 





Siegfried Sassoon (1930) In Sicily, drawings by Stephen Tennant. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 27. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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THE UNRETURNING MOMENTS 


What moments have you seen today? 

Were you moved and paused in play? 

Did you speak of this unreturning day? 
Where, in the echoed voice of joy, 
Your shared the silent reflections, 
That motivated your intentions! 


Was it the evening sky that spoke? 

Were you by another voice awoke? 

Did this unreturning moment invoke: 
Simple words of beauty and joy; 
Her shared and silent reflection, 
Which now guide my direction? 


We two, forever joined, now speak! 

This wasn't what | was taught to seek! 

This foolish poet, though, is no freak! 
Echoing love, with beauty and joy, 
Capturing these silent reflections, 
That motivate all our intentions! 


DAVID | 
SCANLON | 
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THE TRIUMPH OF THE MACHINE 


“And at last 

all these creatures that cannot die, driven back 
into the uttermost corners of the soul, 

will send up the wild cry of despair.... 


‘,..And against this inward revolt of the native creatures of the soul 
mechanical man, in triumph seated upon the seat of his machine 
will be powerless, for no engine can reach into the marshes and 
depths of a man.” 





D.H. Lawrence (1930) The Triumph of the Machine, drawings by Althea 
Willoughby. The Ariel Poems - Poem 28. Faber and Gwyer; London. 
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FIGHTING WITH DESIRE 


Is the machine not within us all, 

As we are fight against ourselves, 

Transfixed in technologies gaze; 
Our vacant, repeating patterns, 
Mirroring the creation of things, 
Yet our desire is still to be free. 


Free of what, the machines, of us, 

Of our relentless desires for more, 

Of our transfixed hidden needs; 
So vacant, repeating patterns, 
Mask the creativity in us all, 
As in our desires we still want! 


Is not all our love within me too, 

As | fight against my human needs, 

Which transfixes my poetic gaze; 
In these magical, changing patterns, 
Mirroring the natural things and us, 
Is it now, in these words, | am free? 


DAVID | 
SCANLON | 
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MARINA 


“This form, this face, this life 

Living to live in a world of time beyond me; let me 
Resign my life for this life, my speech for that unspoken, 
The awakened, lips parted, the hope, the new ships.” 





T. S. Eliot (1930) Marina drawings by E. McKnight Kauffer. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 29. Faber and Gwyer; London. 
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TEACH ME YOUR WAYS 


Teach me of your ways, so that | can find my way; 

That place within - where a silent searching speaks, 

With an unbroken voice, from an unspoken voice. 
So many have known of these ways, but how? 
What lessons can you share with me now? 
Can | bridge time, now, and in my words vow? 


It is not in time, measured in our ways, these ways; 

It is a place without - where her silent loving speaks, 

With her unbroken voice, from her unspoken voice. 
So many have known of these ways, and vowed. 
In their words we awake as they still speak now. 
Over time, in our times, you will, | know, find how! 


For you have already begun, as you now feel her way; 
It is that place in you - where her silent longing speaks, 
With your unbroken voice, from her unspoken voice. 
So please, start now to know these ways, how 
In your words you awake as you speak and vow. 
Then you will bridge time: do you hear her, now? 
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THE GUMTREES 


“The impetus their beauty breeds 

Is like a silver current hurled 
Majestic through the noiseless reeds 
Of some less transitory world; 


Out of the bounds in which we stick 
To what dimensions are they freed 
By such superb arithmetic 

To multiply their strength and speed.” 





Roy Campbell (1930) The Gum Trees, drawings by David Jones. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 30. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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SORRY IF I STRAY 


In our silences we have found our way, 
Yet noise and numbers are how we play: 
Please remember, | am here to stay! 
Stay with you all, in a loveless world, 
With a focus on efficiencies un-furled, 
As we aim at improving the real-world! 


In my silences | have found another way, 

Where words and patterns are how | play: 

But now | remember, she is here to stay! 
Stay with us all, in our less loving world, 
With a focus on how caring is un-furled, 
As she aims at improving the real-world! 


In her silences she has, for us, another way, 

Where love and caring could be, how we play: 

Please remember, she is eternity, here to stay! 
She stays with us all, in a loveless world, 
With a focus on how loving is un-furled, 
As she emerges from her un-real-world! 
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NEWS 


“There is a stream | know, 
Sullen in flood its waters flow, 
Heavy with secrets, slow, 
Leaden, lightless - deep 

With slumber and sleep: 
Shall not even Innocence find 
Peace of body and mind? 

Ay - but thou also art old, 

And there’s news to be told. 


‘Ye shall buy not such tidings of me: 
Stoop an ear, bow a desolate head: 
It is breathed, “Love is dead”.”” 





Walter de la Mare (1930) News, drawings by Barnett Freedman. 
The Ariel Poems - Number 31. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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LOVE IS NOT DEAD 


Love is not dead, though we live in our head! 

Love is not dead, even with all of our dread! 

Love is not dead, when fed, from divine bread! 
But she remains well hidden, for we are slow, 
Slow to accept what we can never truly know, 
For the knowing we know is all in our head! 


In our soul is love, though we live in our head! 

In our soul is love, even with all of our dread! 

In our soul is her love, when fed on divine bread! 
For me she is now clear, though | was slow, 
Slow to accept what | could never truly know, 
For the knowing | knew was all in my head! 


Thank you dear friends, for you live in my heart! 

Thank you dear friends, dread is now just a part! 

Thank you dear friends, fed, no longer am | apart! 
For me it is now so clear, though | was slow, 
Slow to accept what all the poets truly know, 
For to know of true love, let her into your heart! 


DAVID 
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A CHILD IS BORN 


“Seeing that we found thee 

and gave thee heav'nly gifts 
The kingdom the pow’r and 

the glory of loving, 
The life beyond the shadows 

of Time and Death.” 





Henry Newbolt (1930) A Child is Born, drawings by Althea Willoughby. 
The Ariel Poems - Number 32. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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LOVE IS BORN 


To see is to find thee, in our way, 

And accept all that we give unto you, 

You who live in our eternal shadows: 
And then, in our re-birth, we see, 
As a child, free of our fears, sees; 
We see through the eyes of love. 


To hear is to find thee, in our words, 
And accept all that you give unto us, 
You who live in your eternal light. 
And then, in our re-birth, we hear, 
As a child, free of words, hears; 
We hear through the music of love. 


To love is to be, in thee, in your ways, 

And accept all that is given unto us, 

Us that live within your eternal light. 
And then, in our re-birth, we sing, 
As a child, free of all fears, sings; 
Singing about an eternity of love. 


DAVIS 
SCANLON 
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TO LUCY 


“And though no single word of this 
You heed — a lifetime gone — at rest; 
| would that all remembrances 
As gently pierced my breast.” (Version 2) 


“You to the Shades and the voiceless birds, 
And | to growing old - oh, true! 

Yet, tell by Styx these memories words 
And mark how they envy you!” (Version 1) 





Walter de la Mare (1930) To Lucy, drawings by Albert Rutherston. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 33. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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| NO LONGER RUN FROM YOU 


O women from your voice so sweet, 

| recoiled and ran with feet so fleet, 

But echoes now make life complete; 
Without you my most beloved one, 
| Know that life would be less fun, 
For now | no longer need to run! 


| found at last from the bitter sweet, 

That to run away never makes replete 

The appetites and anguish of conceit. 
With you now my most beloved one, 
| Know of life for now | no longer shun 
The precious moments we have won! 


O divinity from your voice so sweet, 

Thank you for words with which to greet 

The echoes which make life complete; 
So it is now for you all to be at one, 
And know your life is filled with fun, 
For you too no longer need to run! 


(Ce 


AVID 
SCANLON 
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TO THE RED ROSE 


“All passion in one power 

To know what roses mean 
Can dwell: and in one flower 
All beauty that has been. 


So I, in this moment’s gaze, 
Your long perfection learn. 
Tranced in the transfiguring rays, 
Red rose, | see you burn.” 





Siegfried Sassoon (1931) To the Red Rose, drawings by Stephen Tennant. 
The Ariel Poems - Number 34. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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ROSES IN FULL BLOOM 


We have learnt the same games, 

The clawing where identify names, 

And yet we all dream just the same: 
With the same passion, unknown, 
The same fears, at us are thrown, 
The rose, a rose, rose - full blown. 


Do you see, the rose as it burns, 
And then, in her quiet moment, learn, 
As the words leave and love returns: 
With all her passion, unknown, 
With her joys, at us now thrown, 
In a rose, | rose, we rose - love sown. 


Have we learnt the same games? 

In our loving, which no word names, 

As we dream together just the same; 
From the same passions, unknown, 
The same fears, in which love is sown, 
In a rose, | rose, we rose - full blown. 
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TRIUMPHAL MARCH 


“There is no interrogation in his eyes 

Or in the hands, quiet over the horse's neck, 

And the eyes watchful, waiting, perceiving, indifferent. 

O hidden under the dove's wing, hidden in the turtle's breast, 
Under the palmtree at noon, under the running water 

At the still point of the turning world. O hidden.” 


_TRIUMPHAL MARCH | 
BY<T..S2 ELIOT | 





DRAWINGS BY E. McKNIGHT KAUFFER 


T. S. Eliot (1931) Triumphal March, drawings by E. McKnight Kauffer. 


The Ariel Poems - Number 35. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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TRIUMPHAL LOVE 


What prayers, what words, can help today, 

In the vanishing of one, the emergence of another, 

As we dance together in our simple daily fray? 
What is simple ‘is and seems’ hard for us, 
Hard to understand the burden of our soul, 
Each day both perplext and offending. 


What words, what sentiments, can help today 

In the desiring of one, in the freedom of another, 

As we dance together in our simple daily ways? 
What is this dance, it ‘is and seems’ hard, 
Hard to hear the love in the rhythm of souls, 
Each day as we both sing and we speak? 


What can help, are these words, our prayers - 

In the vanishing of |, comes the emergence of we, 

As we dance together and in this moment | stay: 
She makes it simple as it ‘is and seems’ hard, 
Hard to understand these moments of our birth, 
As |, each day both love and patiently wait! 


DAVID 
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JANE BARSTON 1719-1746 


“It is the cold that keeps the bone of the poor Dead 
Together.... It is the cold 

Alone, that cares to hold 

Their hearts... none other comes to love them as of old. 


| know not which my bones hear weep, 
My child, or my heart that would sleep: 


Only | know at last that | can rest - 
Holding these dead things from the cold - close to my 
ruined breast.” 





Edith Sitwell (1931) Jane Barston 1719-1746, drawings by R. A. 
Davies. The Ariel Poems - Poem 36. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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FIERCE LOVE 


Sitting here, where you once sat, 

Absorbing this place without you, 

| smile feeling you, seeing you smile. 
| Know you are not here, stumbling, 
Joking, with those cheeky eyes, 
Fiercely refusing piteous help! 


To give, in the way you gave others, 

Accepting all in the way they came, 

| smile feeling you, in others smiles. 
| Know you were here, stumbling, 
Joking, with those cheeky eyes 
Fiercely offering help and care! 


Sitting here, where you once sat, 

Absorbing this place without you, 

| smile leaving you, seen in a smile. 
| now leave alone, stumbling, 
Mourning, those cheeky eyes! 
Fiercely | remember your love. 


DAVID 
SCANLO 
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INVITATION TO CAST OUT CARE 


“Wild influences that invoke 
Communion with the mind perplext, 
And all the secrecies unlock 

That crouch within a spirit vext 

And seek no ease in spoken words, 
But in the chapel of the wood 

Take wing among the boughs with birds 
To find a perfect brotherhood.” 





Vita Sackville-West (1931) Invitation To Cast Out Care, drawings by Graham 
Sutherland. The Ariel Poems - Poem 37. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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A MIND PERPLEXT 


My world is within the chairs and desks, 
Where the fantasies we make, become so real, 
As we speak of the rational things they want: 
The world of silence within her trees, 
From mind perplext, and a spirit free, 
Seem distant as we walk, in these ways! 


The world beyond our desks and chairs, 
Where other fantasies we make, become so real, 
As we speak of the passionate things we want: 
The world of holidays within her trees, 
With a mind calmed, and a spirit free, 
Seem distant as we walk, in these ways! 


In our world | see you, like the birds and trees, 
Where the fantasies we make, to me reveal, 
So | now speak of the irrational things we need: 
The world of loving within our trees, 
From a mind perplext, and a spirit free, 
Seem ever present, as | walk, in our ways! 


DAVID 
SCANLON 
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CHOOSING A MAST 


“Lover of song, | chose this mountain pine 

Not only for the straightness of her spine 

But for her songs: for there she loved to sing 
Through a long noon's repose of wave and wing— 
The fluvial swirling of her scented hair 

Sole rill of song in all that windless air 

And her slim form the naiad of the stream 

Afloat upon the languor of its theme;” 





Roy Campbell (1931) Choosing A Mast, drawings by Barnett Freedman. 
The Ariel Poems - Poem 38. Faber & Faber Ltd; London. 
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WHAT DO YOU CHOOSE? 


Did | choose you, or did you choose me? 
Were you always calling, from the distance, 
Waiting, patiently with these, our songs? 
For the rhythm and music of love, 
It is yours, and the words are ours, 
And in the coming together is mystery! 


We choose our ways, you one, | another. 
But she is always calling, from the distance, 
Waiting, patiently with these, our songs; 
For the rhythm and music of love, 
It is ours, as Our words are ours too, 
And in our coming together is eternity! 


| now choose you, or do you choose me? 
So we now, together, call, from the distance, 
Waiting, patiently singing these, our songs: 
For the rhythm and music of love, 
It is ours, and our words are ours too, 
And in our coming together is being. 


DAVID 
SCANLON 








“\Soe 
A 
S < § a aoe 4 ~ 


— . “ ‘i oF C4 » “s, 
~ a > 
= ZR WE VLE" ae 
a ss : ~~ s — 2 a : 

is Z = * “8 


ad 
a= _—— 


ea} os : 
2 aa re 


. - > 
De SEN 7S 


— S > 7 : 
oo Se, 





115 





THE FOOLISH POET PRESS LTD. 
WILMSLOW 





